i3a                             AMRITSAR
sonally seen groups of Brothers in this part of the
Punjab studying St. Matthew's Gospel along with
Baba Nanak's Scriptures.
There are countless copies of the Granth, but
what is believed to be the original text is preserved
in the Golden Temple at Amritsar, the Sikh Rome,
where we broke the journey from Kapurthala to
Lahore.
Amritsar has no hotel and we lunched at the
station. With one of the railway employees as our
guide, we set out for the Golden Temple in a tonga.
The road led through gardens planted with sombre
yews and peach-trees bursting into flower ; here we
had our first glimpse of the Indian spring. For, hot
as it had been, nature had not till now awakened
from her cold-weather sleep.
For three days it had been pouring, and the rain
that had enhanced the beauty of the Kapurthala
park had here transformed the streets of the bazaar,
which we now entered, into a morass of mud.
India is tributary to the sun. Stripped of the patina
of sunlight, the white houses and brown soil have
a disconsolate, depressing aspect. No longer in the
narrow streets of the Sikh capital roamed the fierce,
haughty clansmen of a hundred years ago, living
in a constant atmosphere of war, steel daggers
glinting at their belts. In any case, the present
population of Amritsar is not exclusively Sikh ; I
saw Punjabi Hindus, Bombay Mahometans and,
now and again, the wild, barbaric face of a Pathan ;
a harbinger of the frontier 1 was nearing. Be-
draggled, their feet black with slime, they floundered
in a slough of despond ; the women's trousers were
stiff with caked mud, their anklets mired together,
and the children stumbHng after them looked more
wretched still; little naked urchins smeared above